overhead,  then turned westward.  Its lights were
winking with a regular rhythm. Francois covered a
further hundred yards, and found himself in a clump
of thin poplars growing round a miniature pond. He
could not make out, among the tufts of reeds, where
precisely the water began. He approached it gingerly.
A heavily flapping bird, in search of prey, started up
from the grass, turned over his head, and disappeared.
Francois disliked these hidden presences revealed by
sudden flight, these hiding-places of birds and quiver-
ing wild life, the contracted leapings of a frog. What
had he ever been taught except fear, fear which no
argument could overcome, no courage resist? What
had he ever been taught except not to bend under
the hard fist of pain, to bare his back to the blow, to
indulge in self-examination with his naked soul left
incapable of making any answer? Every evening we
used to sit in a circle, and papa would put questions
to us in writing. We had to give him our answers in
sealed envelopes, at the end of dinner, and he would
comment upon them. We knew that, for our father,
a day without sin was a day without remorse. He
could not bear to see us offering to his distant and
morose gaze faces glowing with the sun and the open
air. What have you been doing to-day? Are you
satisfied with yourselves? Have you seen darkness fall
without some feeling of shame? We were given
religious instruction of a quite extraordinary kind,
checked and corrected by our father. The Devil
figured in it far more prominently than God. What
a hotch-potch of deviltries we had served up to us
during those meals! Even the cure wasn't allowed to
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